202                                           The Sunny Hours
"But how did you escape from Pulo Condore ?"
I asked.
"That again was Lim Kee's doing. It was his
duty at Pulo Condore to throw the garbage from,
the prison into the sea. I had often, while breaking
the stones, seen him rolling two large casks to an
opening in the rock into which he would empty
the rubbish. The contents of the casks fell into a
tidal grotto to be washed out to sea in the course
of a few hours. Now Lim Kee had once been a
servant in Bangkok and spoke understandable
Siamese. So, one night as he brought me my
extra water ration, I put forward a whispered plan
to him, for I was desperate by then. Even in the
daytime the image of those rats had begun to
haunt my brain. In the intense heat the cell was
was air-less and filled with the rank odour of their
bodies. It was either suicide for me or the most
drastic method of escape. I confided fully in Lim
Kee in our brief moments together and he agreed,
not only to arrange to pack me under the offal in
the cask, but to accompany me out to sea, for he,
too, hated those French tyrants. Ach, we needed
to be so careful of the devilish Zouave sentries.
Fortunately they were sluggish canaille, spending
the hot hours sleeping and drinking and playing at
cards. They did not suspect that we were capable
of escape from that hell. They became alive only
when the Inspector came once a month from Saigon
with their vermouth and their piastres or when
they whipped the Teochiews who fainted at the
breaking of the stones.